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Author's Notes: 

| love Ghost and | love their latest album, Impera. This story is the product of some ..contemplating and long 
talks with friends about "What does this Ghost song remind me of." Fascinated by the masks that hide the 
identity of all the band members, surrounding the band with mystery, | came up with this "interpretation" and 
thought to give it a try in a story. | don't mean to offend any of the musicians that appear in this narrative, 
whom | respect deeply and whose music I've been listening to ardently. | would also like to acknowledge the 
story "Postmortem" by Rockfic writer @fairyll that has had a great impact on me and has somehow 
influenced a part of the "visitation-scenario". Throughout the story there are quotations and puns referring 
to Ghosts and Savatage's songs and lyrics (I know, I'm boring, but | like doing this in my stories), which | note 
here: *l "He is" by Ghost, *2 "Believe" by Savatage, *3 "When the crowds are gone" by Savatage, *4 refers to 
the same-titled song by Children of Bodom, because after all, | am a CoB-addict! Hehe! | hope you enjoy this 


story! Any comments are very appreciated! 


Tobias Forge is a demon, if not the Devil himself! Everybody kind of suspects that. He has this nondescript, 
cute face that could belong to the young boy next door: innocent blue eyes that stare with a naughty glint, 
lush curvy lips, short black hair, and a lean, sexy body, to flare up the fantasies of the female population! 


Nothing out of the ordinary, nothing outstanding or extravagant, everything within the average standards of 
real life! If the Devil chose a face, that would be Tobias‘, for sure! 


His reputation isn't something that has come easy for him; he has struggled to earn it. He has worked hard to 


acquire his title and to become the conductor of one of the greatest hard rock bands of modern times, 
worldwide. A ‘child' of the 215* century, he has managed to bring hard rock and heavy metal to the limelight 


again, filling arenas with frenzied fans, who would be too willing to follow him ...over the precpice*! and 


embrace the dark messages, served in the form of a popsicle! 


He sits in front of his vanity, after the show, worn-out but buzzing with energy. He removes the costume 
mask and the extensive make-up ceremoniously - he does this every night after a show, sitting in pure 
isolation in his dressing room - and gloats gleefully at his revealing image, content and proud of his 


achievement. 


" Thanks... | am honored and humbled by your majesty..", he chants an oath under his breath. 


A dark shadow appears in the corner of his mirror, and Tobias knows that... He ¡s*!.. He is here. 


Just on time. 


The slender Alpha, or Fire, nameless ghoul materializes from a mere murky shadow on the cold glass to a 
stealthy presence, which approaches him with light, cat-like steps, until he stands right behind him. A chil 
breeze enshrouds his presence, straight out of a window to the other world and this thought creeps Tobias 
out. But excites him, at the same time. The ghoul is still wearing his mask, a modern chemical warfare gas 
mask, and military suit - an industrialized version of the ghouls in the Impera era, veering off the hardcore, 


dark-medieval-ages-related outfit of their previous appearances. 


Tobias peers at Alpha's reflection in the mirror and admires his creation. Yes, his presence in that form is the 


product of his intervention! 


The Alpha is still holding the new white Fender guitar he was granted for this musical cycle, firmly in his grip 
- but, well.. This is absolutely justified, he is an adept guitarist and has spent his whole life literally playing the 
instrument, particularly his white guitar, but it doesn't really matter that this is a Fender and not.. Not his 
white Charvel. He is happy merely to be given the opportunity to hold the instrument and pour out all the 


melodies... He wouldn't expect to be touching one ever again, not in this form, if Tobias hadn't... well... If Tobias 


hadn't invoked him. 


" / thank you..", Alpha's voice resonates deep and husky, almost slurred, after years of disuse. 


" It was my honor, Criss.. And | was more than happy that you responded positively to my Call..' 


" | love music.. And those three live shows that you've granted me were all that | could wish for.. | was so happy 


to see my brother among the crowd.. How could you make him come-" 


Alpha's voice falters, he sounds almost tearful. He doesn't complete his words, he sticks to fondling the white 
guitar affectionately. He strums some strings for one last time, riffing a familiar melody that his fingers used 
to chase with expertise and emotion, before stopping for good and relinquishing the white Fender to its real 
owner. The sound, the tone - even the shape - of the white guitar is so close to what he used to own and 


adore - Tobias had made a brilliant choice. 


" Well - that's the magic.. You know, the songs turned out fantastic..", Tobias says nervously in his tight voice. 


Alpha places the guitar carefully on the bench, next to Tobias, who is staring at him cautiously through the 


mirror. 


" The door is locked, Tobias.", Alpha mutters and Tobias’ face relaxes. 


His youthful characteristics light up with relief and eagerness, as he turns around to face Alpha directly. He 
always cherishes these moments - the moments of mutual acknowledgment and intimate farewell. He is almost 


elated. 


Alpha is already manipulating the knobs of the mask that has kept him anonymous, till that moment. He 
unbuttons the clips and removes it from his head reverently. 


Light brown curls spill from the tight headgear down onto his lean shoulders, still clad in the tight, black suit 
of his ghoul attire. He tosses his head in order to release every single beautiful lock that shines with a 


preternatural sheen His face is tranquil, a sweet smile of satisfaction has taken shape on his full lips and his 


penetrating, light blue eyes gleam with anticipation 


" Do you think Jon has recognized me”, he asks the demon and the latter lights a cigarette with elegant 


movements, drawing in the smoke in order to gain some time to think. 


" You mean.. Your sound?", he asks the ghoul and Criss nods - his eyes bear an innocent, honest interest, 


tinged with distress and agony - agony and ecstasy. 


He had gone, way too soon. It has been nearly thirty years now - and he didn't say goodbye. This was his 


chance; to walk this earth once again, even for a little while, play the guitar and see from afar his loved ones. 


" If he loves you, | believe that he'll know. All you ask of him is „believe®2. That he believes in what he 
perceives - you've said it all before..l", Tobias uses the words of one of their most famous songs and the 


ghoul smiles ruefully. 


" [never wanted To go, always wanted To stay", he sings in accord, sharing the fiend's pun, and Tobias grins 
at him." Thanks for the opportunity. | suppose | gotta go now..", Criss says bitterly and Tobias simply nods, 
inhaling his cigarette. 


"It was my honor, Criss..", Tobias decides to enhance his farewell with words. 


You see, Criss Oliva's session is over. Their collaboration is complete, with Ghosts latest album. He played the 
lead guitars for the recordings, as was asked and was vouched for those three shows, as a means for closure. 
Tonight was the third one. Fredrik Akesson, from the band Opeth, would take over after his departure, as 
Alpha or Fire, or whatever the role is called. At least people wouldn't notice.. This Åkesson guy is about the 


same size as him and roughly has a similar figure. 


Tobias observes him closely as he takes off Alpha's costume, remaining dressed in uniform, dull black. He 
reverently folds the clothes that provided him the fagade to walk back on the earth again, and heads for the 
door. He turns around and waves goodbye to his invocator, with a smirk on his face. He doesn't need to unlock 
the door - he is already beyond material obstructions. He just disintegrates in the dim light of Tobias‘ dressing 


room. 


Tobias is alone. Criss is gone, his crowds are gone*?, 


And he's all alone*?.. 


He waits for a few minutes, taking a few brief draws from the cigarette, before stubbing it out, in an ashtray. 
His heart is pounding hard in his chest. Then he opens his notebook - a black, leather-covered book of old- 


fashioned blank sheets of paper - which reminds more of a satanic grimoire full of incantations. 


Well.. It sort of is - the pages are crammed with notes and words, sketches and patterns, and melodies and 
lyrics and spells and magical combinations of sounds used to summon his special nameless ghouls, from the 
other side, in order to plead for an unconventional collaboration.. They mostly accept - all musicians would sell 
their soul to the devil for one last concert, a final chance to play music, and lay eyes on their loved ones, the 
ones they left behind so forcefully. And Tobias is the Devil, right? Or a very high-rated demon, at least.. He 
calls them with his rituals and grants them their wish, under one condition, to play for Ghost! It's a win-win 
situation - and Tobias has paid a great price for it. But it is worth it, judging from the packed arenas and the 


band's success... 


That's how it worked with Randy Rhoads on their previous record and Cliff Burton before that, and.. well.. 
Don't suppose that he would reveal his guest stars list, right? The elite of the deceased musicianship, hidden 
beneath the nameless ghoul vestiges.. That's why his music is enticing, flowing with mystical, yet familiar 
melodies that cling to the brain of the listener and haunt them forever! 


He looks at his journal. He has already got some vague ideas for the forthcoming album, although they are stil 
primitive, unripe. It's too early, undoubtedly, impera has just come out, he had better let it settle.. Yet, he is a 


restless fiend.. Should he possibly prepare for the next guest..? Who would be ..next in lines? 


He has a dead name in mind - but, could the ..Wild Child possibly incarnate his next Alpha? Tobias sniggers at 


the thought. That would take some damn serious contemplating, for sure.. 


The end 


> 


